EDITH : Hadn't you both better leave such old

maids'  gossip  to  people  like me?  Put  your

gloves on, Thomas Moonlight.

TOM   (uneasily  obeying) :  I'm  afraid,   Edith,   I

really have been impertinent. Will you forgive

me my clumsiness ?

EDITH : May none of us have worse than that

to be forgiven, my friend. Let us go. (He offers

her his arm formally. She takes it lightly', but before

going adds sternly) And, incidentally, it wasn't I

who either said or thought he wasn't worthy

of me.

TOM (generously making amends) : No, Edith, it

was L

[And EDITH sniffs again.
EDITH : We shall be late.

[They go. Soon after the sound of the front door
closing is heard^ the room door is opened silently
again and SARAH comes back. She is dressed for
going out : a coat and skirt, a bonnet, gloves. In
her hands are many things, including a small basket
box with strap and handle, which she sets down first.
The little canvas bag she sets in her reticule, and, of
two unstamped letters that she carries, one she
arranges prominently on TOM'S writing-desk, while
the other she holds irresolutely for a second or two.
Coming to a decision, she goes to the door and calls.
SARAH : Minnie !

[There is no answer. A moment or two's thought
and, changing her mind, she closes the door and
leans the second letter against the mantelpiece clock.
Then, taking from TOM'S desk the letter from her
sister, she tears the address off it and shuts it carefully
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